them was married; his wife, with tow-coloured hair
nd bottle-glass eyes, had a voice of harsher metal even
than his own. There was a Swedish girl who spoke no
English and spent her time languidly turning over the
pictures in the shiny paper magazines. There was the
lifeless young wife of a planter who drooped in per-
petual mourning for the loss of her baby. There was
an unhappy cripple named Charles who had lost a leg
and am eyelid in a car smash, and whose avaricious wife
had long ceased to care for him since he filed his petition
in bankruptcy. The worst of discontent is that it
makes one sympathetic to the discontented. Charles
and I used to sit in a corner together, railing at Malaya
and its ways. Richard was disgusted, and I despised
myself.
The rest-house, a creeper-covered half-timbered
building in Olde Englishe style, looked out on a semi-
circular nine-hole golf-course. Half the middle-aged
women who gathered in front of it to watch the players
were recovering from attacks of malaria. Mrs Roster
would bring them up to me and introduce them and
they would put me through the same dry catechism*
Had I a pleasant voyage out ? Did I play bridge and
golf ? "Was my husband employed by the Govern-
ment and how long did I expect to remain in the coun-
try ? The golf-course resembled an unkempt inoat. It
lay in a little valley, hemmed in on all sides by hills,
jungle paths, turbulent ferns, fan-shaped palms and
beds of vivid red and orange cannas. Knitting or sew-
ing over the tea-cups, residents and visitors would dis-
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